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to your native land.
O Adventurer!
You pierce

into the darkness of souls
while counting

the heart-beats and pulse-beats,
you pierce bravely
like a darting arrow
shot

from the bent bow of the void,
and mingle with darkness.
When you have seen
the stars of the day
and when you have heard
the dumb voices
while rooting yourself
deep

in the colonial depths of blind souls-
then, your despair will teach you
the lesson of hopes,
the grief will tell
the meaning of happiness,
the darkness will analyze
the formula of completeness,
and then only will you hear
the voices of empty wells
that speak out the experiences
of the trap of gallows.

Lives, lost in endless agony,
stormy gales of doom
blowing on the snowy mountain-peaks,
onerous lava-flames
in the stomach of volcanoes,